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epic falls
by colinwalker

uvm secrets
by caito’hara
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ukraine
by davidanderson

march madness
by mikestorace

!e week prior to spring break, I 
stumbled into one of the women’s bath-
rooms in the Davis Center and onto a curi-
ous scene: the mirrors all covered up with 
large sheets of paper. Across the paper, a 
purple, cursive-y font displayed slogans 
about body image and how ‘you’, the pissed 
o" person just trying to look in the mirror, 
did not need a#rmation from a piece of re-
$ective glass. !e papers reassured viewers 
that you were “more than just a number on 
a scale,” that “hotness comes in all shapes 
and sizes” and to “be careful how you 
talk to yourself because you are listening”. 
While I recognized the good intent behind 
the campaign, having the mirror covered 
when I was trying to %x my hair and check 
for pesky a&ernoon mascara smudges was 
just plain inconvenient and annoying. Fur-
thermore, I resented what felt like the blar-
ing judgment I was receiving from an inan-
imate piece of paper—I was simply trying 
to maintain social politeness and propriety 
by not looking like I had just rolled out of 
bed a&er a rough night. 

!e campaign did not make me feel 
inspired, liberated, or want to rip my bra o" 
while chanting ‘F-E-M-I-N-I-S-M’. Quite 
conversely, I felt vain, shallow, ashamed, 
vapid, and most of all, condemned for be-

ing concerned about how I looked.  
In an attempt to empower women 

above being sexualized, objecti%ed, and 
marginalized, I argue that many feminist 
campaigns, intentionally or unintentional-
ly, manage to remove all sense of femininity 
from feminism. In my opinion, these cam-
paigns teach that a woman taking pride in 
her appearance or using it to her advantage 
is fundamentally wrong. !e questions that 
I pose are: 1) How does a woman debase 
herself and other women by taking care of 
her appearance? 2) Are there healthy ways 
to both look good AND feel empowered 
as a woman? (If you answered “yes” to the 
second question, that might necessitate a 
mirror…).

!e focus of educating young women 
should not be to abstain, reject or refrain 
from one’s femininity and appearance, but 
to project one’s %erce, powerful, smart and 
independent self out to the world. Be that 
with makeup, tight, killer jeans, or an all-
natural look, how a girl chooses to display 
her power and independence should, in 
fact, be her choice. Attention to physical 
appearance doesn’t debase a woman or im-
mediately make her a weak pawn in a male 
dominated society. By ‘owning it’ and ‘wor-
kin’ what yo mamma gave you’ a woman 

can say to the world, “I am damn fabulous. 
I ace college. I can rock a career. I can make 
men (or women!) weak at the knees, and I 
can do it all in heels”. Empowerment comes 
from con%dence and strength in who you 
are, mentally, intellectually, and physically. 

Glamour magazine addresses this  
subject in their March 2014 issue stating, 
“Real, empowered, self-possessed women 
are sexy. When you’re really in control of 
your choices, your mood, your body, and 
your opinions, people %nd you sexy” (115). 
!ough an argument could be made that 
Glamour is super%cial and contributes 
to issues of self esteem and body image, I 
believe this speci%c quote perfectly relays 
my argument and accommodates many 
feminist ideals like: control, choice, posi-
tive body image, and the importance of a 
woman’s opinion. !ese are the things that 
should be taught to young women; em-
powerment happens when one freely and 
individually chooses how to represent one-
self.

I am con%dent that the mirror-cover-
ing campaign did not intend to disempow-
er mirror viewers, but an action’s intention 
does not always coincide with its reception.  

!e whole “lame duck” presidency 
thing is a bit of a rough ride; like someone 
in a pharmacy line to re%ll a Viagra script, 
you’re pretty much de%ned by your impo-
tence. As such, American presidents have 
become increasingly concerned with the 
problem of their legacy. !is isn’t just in 
terms of pardoning babykilling prison-
ers—they want to make sure their poli-
cies leave a lasting print on the nation, 
that they’ve shaped the American psyche 
into their own image, the way that Dubya 
might now contentedly lean back and 
wear an easy grin watching an episode of 
Duck Dynasty. 

How your second term legacy pans 
out eventually comes down to how you 
carry out to the end the promises you 
opened with. Clinton had vaguely prom-
ised he wasn’t merely a venal, sexy dude, 
yet his second term saw the country try-
ing to %gure out the semantics of how 
sexual intercourse could actually be de-
%ned. Nixon came to power pretty much 
by saying he wasn’t Satan, but his legacy 
came down entirely to him trying to 
prove that wrong. Comparatively, Rea-
gan’s whole Iran-Contra shitshow barely 
le& him a mark, but then again everyone 
already knew from the start he was an 
imperialist bullyboy so the whole thing 
was a bit quelle surprise. 

!ough Barack won’t technically be 
a lame duck for another two and a half 
years, the space between now and Ver-
min Supreme’s inevitable sweep to vic-
tory in November ’16 looks pretty grim. 
!e obdurate Republican House has 
made it almost impossible to introduce 
new legislation, and the occasional bun-
gles in the Obamacare rollout has made 
the jewel in the Obama crown seem like 
an expensive homepage glitch. Overall, 
Obama Reloaded has become a pretty de-
pressing logjam for anyone even vaguely 
hopey-changey.

Yet, considering that Obama’s pri-
mary political skill is the transformation 
of young enthusiasm into action and the 
pretty wild success of his other meme-
worthy appearances (slow jam the news 
be still my heart), appearing on Zach Gal-
i%anakis’ online talk show, Between Two 
Ferns to promote the ACA is the kind of 
solution so supremely logical that abso-
lutely no one would have thought of it. 
!e video’s 13 million shares (and count-
ing) as well as the almost immediate 40%

... read the rest on page 7
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with dannissim

Sometimes reading the water tower makes our readers want to get 
naked and #ght the power.  But most of the time, they just send emails.  

Send your thoughts on anything in this week’s issue to
thewatertowernews@gmail.com 

with katjaritchie

!is Snowstorm Bullshit: Fucking obviously. I can't say I was banking 
on an extra metric shit-ton of snow to round out my post-spring-break 
plans (you know, if I were to make any). Also, thanks to Burlington's 
piss-poor snow removal, the entire town has been reduced to a lake of 
slush. You'd think there isn't a single one of our "city" o#cials (and the 
term "city" is used here in the loosest of ways) who has ever encoun-
tered, like...a winter. My feet will neither be dry nor warm ever again.

Medicare Doesn't Cover Contraceptives But it Does Cover Penis 
Pumps: For all the octogenarians with no extra funds yet somehow 
with thriving sex lives, I guess? I just...I can't even. Knock-knock, ev-
eryone, it's the patriarchy; rise and shine, fuckers.

!e Drunchies Cycle: $e insatiable hunger. $e greasy feast %t for a 
thousand kings. $e euphoria. $e slumber. $e crushing self-loathing 
that awakens with the dawn. $e shitshow that is my digestive tract 
(literally!!!!) and, oh, the regret. Not today, skinny jeans. Don't look at 
me like that. J

“We invite all to join us to celebrate this historic event, but we must maintain our guide-
lines to insure the enjoyment and public safety of our spectators.”

- $e South Boston Allied War Veterans Council, the organizing group in the city of Boston’s St. Patrick’s Day parade, released a state-
ment regarding the rights of parade marchers.  $e group did not allow LGBT veterans to display their sexual orientation through the use 

of shirt or sign.  In reaction, both Sam Adams and Heineken pulled their sponsorship.

“We won’t allow the people to be devoured 
by YouTube, Facebook or others.  Whatev-
er step need to be taken we will take them 

without wavering.”
-Turkish Prime Minister Recep Tayyip Erdogen spoke out in an 
interview with the ATV station.  Erdogen is reacting to leaks of 
audio recordings on sites such as YouTube and Facebook suggest-

ing corruption.

“!is is nothing but a ridiculous jargon of those who cannot understand the advanta-
geous election system of the DPRK as they are engrained with repugnance toward the 

Korean-style socialist system.”
- A North Korean foreign minister reacted to complaints of the election process in the nation.  Kim Jong Un won his %rst parliamentary 

election with a landslide 100% vote.

“He did have one clipped in but not cor-
rectly. When I questioned him, he told me 

‘I didn’t want to ruin my tan.”
- Hampshire Police Sgt. Rob Heard describes a driver that was 
stopped for not wearing his seatbelt. Is not wearing a seatbelt to 

protect a tan like not washing your hair a&er a perm?

Dear Readers,
Since we aim to be as reliable as UVM’s ne’er a snow day (we were SO CLOSE, UGH) 
policy, we’ve whipped together yet another issue of the week’s hottest news.  While we do 
love what our sta!ers put together week a&er week, we’re always ready to welcome new 
voices to the group.  If there’s anything you’d like to get o! your chest, send us a letter or 
article and we will publish it.  C’mon, you know you want your 15 seconds of fame, kid-
dos.  We’ll be eagerly awaiting to publish you until next Tuesday!

With Love,
$e Eds



 news ticker: Malaysian plane still missing.  Suspected that the passengers were dead the whole time.+++Quizno’s out of biznos.+++CA radio station plays 17 hours of Nelly in e!ort to perfect state’s country grammar+++

by dustineagar

Reports indicate that citizens of "rst-world, democra-
tized countries are sick and tired of hearing about popular 
uprisings toppling authoritarian regimes and of political 
unrest generally. Over the last several years, the evening 
news has been replete with images of cars ablaze and large 
groups of oppressed citizens occupying national capitols 
in the hopes that their demands for equality and democ-
ratization are heard. Abuses of armed forces by en-
trenched dictators have "lled the D block and middle 
pages of the New York Times. Citizens of the devel-
oped world "nd themselves wondering whether there 
may be more important demands on their capacities 
for empathy.

“Seeing autocrats toppled in Egypt, Tunisia, Ye-
men, and Libya made me feel like there was hope for 
the political fortunes of oppressed citizens around 
the world,” reported a local man when interviewed 
for this story. As he went into a nuanced discussion of 
the geopolitical paradigm shi# brought on by the Arab 
Spring revolutions, the ongoing civil war in Syria and "rm 
international resolve to do nothing about use of chemical 
weapons against civilians there, sources con"rmed that he 
appeared to be “sick and tired of hearing about this type of 
thing all the time.”

Major protests in Algeria, Iraq, Iran, Morocco, and a 
successful (on paper) secession referendum by South Su-

dan following decades of genocide there have added to the 
exacerbation. Cynical observers everywhere have placed 
such lo#y expectations on peoples’ attention spans as to 
expect everybody to understand and anticipate the full 
weight of these events and their e!ects on the global politi-
cal order. $ese expectations may have been unfair in light 
of muted public responses to major domestic issues like 

the expanded jurisdiction and authority of secret courts in 
the United States. 

Sources con"rm that recent protests in Venezuela 
and $ailand have pushed tolerance for news of political 
upheaval to the breaking point. People were apparently 
okay with a massive wave of political upheaval spread-
ing from country to country, so long as it was contained 
to North Africa and the Middle East. Now that such un-
rest is not neatly con"ned to an area on a map, people’s 

attention spans are being tested, leaving Venezuelans and 
Red Shirts in $ailand wondering if their plights are be-
ing discriminated against on the basis of race. Preliminary 
reports indicate that the movement of Russian troops onto 
the Crimean peninsula in Ukraine a#er violent clashes be-
tween government forces and opposition groups and the 
removal from o%ce of President Yanukovych were “just 
too much”, and prompted many to simply tune out rather 
than trying to make sense of an extremely complicated 
situation.

Years of mass protests around the world, oppressed 
citizens casting o! the chains of dictatorship by taking to 
the streets, and new hope for those living under the thumb 
of brutal autocrats certainly appears to have taken its toll 
on people living comfortably in democratic, industrial-
ized countries. Having to constantly adapt their political 
worldviews to rapidly unfolding events around the world, 
questioning the integrity of the present world order, and 
needing to periodically purchase new maps has steadily 
worn down peoples’ patience. $ese days, even the most 
outspoken of political activists change the channel when 
the world news segment comes on. Sources con"rm that 
people would much rather assume that these problems will 
“work themselves out eventually” and that their iPads were 
manufactured by unionized labor under fair, safe working 
conditions. J

As the U.S. college students settle back 
into their regular routines, slowly readjust-
ing from wonderful spring break beach 
trips, somebody is clinging to their beach 
vacation a little too much. $at somebody 
is none other than everyone’s favorite au-
tocrat, the Shirtless Slav, Russian President 
Vladimir Putin. Russian troops moved 
into Crimea sometime last week presum-
ably for a beach vacation with strategically 
valuable access to the ocean and have de-
cided that they rather like their home away 
from home. Putin denies that the soldiers 
in Crimea are Russian, but his claims that 
the soldiers seen in Crimea are just pro-
Russian Crimeans have not convinced 
other world leaders. Russia’s intervention 
in Crimea is the latest escalation in the 
Ukranian revolution and the ripples have 
gone across the globe.

In the U.S., the obvious answer to any 
crisis is to blame Obama; thus, the Crime-
an crisis is no exception. No far-right re-
publican worth his or her salt has missed 
this opportunity to balk at Obama’s mis-
handling of the situation. Whether it’s Sen. 
Lindsey Graham who claims that Obama 
is “weak and indecisive” and therefore 
“invites aggression” from foreign powers, 
or McCain claiming that Obama “feckless 
foreign policy” has caused a lack of faith 

in American strength, it all boils down to 
“Barack Obama is a pussy.” Now is it fair to 
call somebody weak and indecisive just be-
cause he did not respond immediately and 
recklessly to a complex issue? I say hell yeah, 
I want my 
p r e s i d e n t 
to react ag-
g r e s s i v e l y 
and with-
out thought 
to even the 
smallest of 
political is-
sues. I want 
my president 
to jump head-
"rst, prefer-
ably blind-
folded, into 
more lengthy, 
resource con-
suming con-
&icts only this 
time I want 
the oppos-
ing side to 
have nuclear 
w e a p o n s . 
$is way 
there’s no 

question that America isn’t “weak.” Hell, I 
want my president to ride around shirtless 
on a horse and cuddle with snow leopards 
and other wild animals; maybe I just want 
Putin as my president. Now before I tempt 

you dear read-
ers with my 
ideal, overly 
m a s c u l i n e 
and reckless 
president too 
much and we 
all go the way 
of Crimea, I’d 
like to make 
the point that 
maybe reck-
less action is 
not a desirable 
trait in a world 
leader.

In a time 
where the 
world powers 
are more in-
tegrated and 
reliant on each 
other than ever 
before, we as a 
nation need to 
learn that the 

traditional American bravado may not be 
the answer to increasingly delicate foreign 
crises. Crimea is a perfect example of this. 
When hearsay "rst got out about Russian 
intervention in the Ukraine, the "rst word 
on everyone’s lips was “sanctions.” It seems 
obvious that trade sanctions would be the 
most e!ective and peaceful way to discour-
age Russia, but the catch is that Europe re-
lies on Russia for a large portion of their 
oil. $e U.S. does not want to singularly 
oppose Russia with sanctions, and Euro-
pean nations would be taking a massive 
risk in provoking Russia with sanctions. 
In the end, it does not even look like any 
of this will get much traction, as much of 
Eastern Ukraine are open to Russian in-
&uence, and Crimea has moved to "nalize 
a bill of secession from the Ukraine. Bot-
tom line is that we cannot solve all of our 
problems by &exing. $ough we do not like 
to admit it, the Ukraine is much more in 
the EU’s sphere of in&uence and although 
we should "rmly support Ukrainian inde-
pendence, it is the European nations that 
will be bearing the heaviest burden should 
con&ict arise. $erefore it is not America’s 
place to lead the charge against Russia be-
fore our allies are even certain of what they 
want. J

by daveanderson

“these days, even the most 
outspoken of political activists 

change the channel when the world 
news segment comes on”

spike in tra%c to healthcare.gov speak 
for themselves; people go nuts for this 
kind of thing, and it translated into ac-
tion. $at said, Obama’s episode was 
pretty &at Pong 1.0 banter compared to 
Gali"anakis attempting to molest Mi-
chael Cera; I’d liked to have seen Zach in 
Tairy Greene: ‘$e Snuggler’ mode, hug-
ging out Obama’s issues as the POTUS 
weeps, so#ly muttering ‘Boehner’. 

Of course, the fact that the appear-
ance so obviously worked raises a whole 

set of pajamas of new questions, though. 
Is our President now so hemmed in that 
a viral video is the only way to e!ectively 
communicate to a targeted audience, or 
was this just a creative, clever response 
to a particularly intractable situation? Is 
there any di!erence between a president 
appearing on American Bandstand and 
one turning up on Funny or Die? Or Let-
terman, for that matter? I don’t want to 
Glenn Beck anyone here, but we’ve all 
heard our grandparents talk about the 

diminishing substance of current poli-
ticians compared to the ones they had 
back in their day (my granddad has a 
great spiel on Ben Chi&ey). Consider-
ing there are two and a half long years 
le# of trying to make good on the prom-
ise of change, there’s a risk inherent in 
Obama hitting the meme button too of-
ten; that diminishing returns will set in 
faster than you can say ‘doge’, and that 
for short-term lolz he’ll lose long term 
stature; how long until he jumps the 

meme-shark? For now, though, results 
speak for themselves, and any number 
of goes round at BTF would have to be 
better than another Hangover sequel. J



It is six in the morning. I’m at the pool, standing at 
the edge of the diving board. I’m blindfolded with a wet 
camou!age rag, and in my outstretched arms I’m holding 
a “rubber ducky.” At least that’s what the ROTC kids call 
it. If I had to de"ne it, I’d probably go with “surprisingly 
heavy realistic looking fake ri!e.” 

“You’re at the edge, good to go. Whenever 
you’re ready.” #e cadet (is that what they’re 
called?) behind me helpfully informs me. 
#inking of how much water I’m about to get in 
my nose, I hold by breath and step o$ the edge. 

Welcome, friends, to military "tness—a 
1 credit PEAC class that convenes at 6:30 on 
Wednesday mornings (sound early? #e ROTC 
folks are "nishing up by then. Seriously, what 
the fuck) to painfully chisel your worthless body 
into that of a glistening Greek god. Or some-
thing like that. #e pool session I described was 
a very unique class as far as they go—it was ac-
tually one of the easier ones. We just had to do 
that weird diving board thing, get out of a back-
pack underwater and swim to the surface, tread 
water for a bit, swim some more, and learn how 
to make pants into a !otation device. Most of 
the time, we just meet at the turf "elds and do 
grueling workouts. 

I’ve always considered myself relatively 
"t—I ran in high school and still do so today. 
But I’d never really considered doing many sit 
ups, push-ups, or “planks” (where you get into 
a push-up position and instead of your hands, 
bend your arms and have your whole forearm on the 
ground. Don’t move, just hold it. It’ll seem like no sweat for 
like "ve seconds. #en it will seem like you’re being pulled 
apart by teams of horses). At military "tness, you do a lot 
of push-ups. Before the class, I couldn’t do more than 10 
at a time, max. #is week, to warm up, we stretched a little 
and then did a casual sixty. 

#e instructor is a multiple tour veteran who, you 

know, speaks so%ly. He doesn’t scream at you like the mov-
ies, he just says it with a somewhat dispassionate yet com-
pletely unchallengeable tone. Before you can really ques-
tion why you might want to do so, he’ll have you doing 
pushups not until you’re tired but until your arm muscles 
simply won’t contract like that another time. Pretty much 

every week I’ve experienced that now familiar feeling of 
having reached my absolute limit. 

But here’s the thing: #at limit keeps getting higher 
and higher. If you asked me to drop and give you twenty 
right now, I could actually do that with not too much dif-
"culty. It’s like haggling with your body—if it starts by tell-
ing you it’ll only do like 2 or 5 or 10 push ups, you ask it to 
do 100 (with shuttle sprints interspersed throughout, why 

the fuck not. Maybe pick up a giant tire and !ip it over 
while you’re at it). Gradually, you’ll "nd yourself able to 
do more and more, until halfway through the semester 40 
pushups is like, totally whatever. 

I get that this is not exactly a great pitch for the ben-
e"ts of taking this class, and I mean, yeah, it’s not “fun” 

in any conventional sense of the word. But you 
only have to work as hard as you want to. He’s 
really clear about that—you’re here on your own 
volition, he won’t force you to do anything. But 
if you do what he suggests to the best of your 
ability, there’s no judging, and I’ve been really 
psyched with how much I’ve improved in a pret-
ty quick span of time. Technically we’re aiming 
to see if we can pass the military "tness test, a 
rather simple (read: straightforward, not easy) 
exam in three parts: do as many push ups as you 
can in two minutes, as many sit ups as you can 
in two minutes, and then run two miles in less 
than thirteen minutes. So far, I can only do one 
of those things. Guess which one. But there’s 
more to the class than that. 

#ere’s a really great feeling in working at 
the same endeavor with a bunch of other people, 
and it’s a pretty supportive atmosphere. #ere’s 
also nothing like the sense of achievement and 
self-con"dence you get from doing something 
like this. You go about the rest of your day know-
ing that you have already made a substantial de-
posit into your "tness karma bank. You get to 
watch the sun rise in the remarkably uncrowded 

Grundle. Your body gets fabulous. Sexual solicitations in-
crease at least 40%. But yeah, most importantly, you feel 
damn good about yourself. Not everyone doing this is a 
gym rat or anything like that. It’s mostly just a bunch of 
"tness plebeians working to improve. #e class is really 
about challenging and improving yourself, and I think this 
really makes it one of the gem opportunities hidden here 
at UVM. J

We all know that some pretty shady shit goes down behind the scenes here. Studies on student behavior, the (yet to be proven….) addition of laxatives to the foods. By now you’re thinking 
to yourself, you must know all the dirty secrets of this esteemed university. Guess what? You don’t. In a water tower exclusive, we’re revealing all the things the administration doesn’t 
want you to know. Buckle up kiddies; it’s going to be a bumpy ride.

!e “Induction Ceremony”
So we didn’t get to do this my freshman year 

(thanks, Irene…), but as a curious individual, I snuck 
over to the ceremony this past fall. At "rst it seems 
like a happy-go-lucky, “Hey, welcome to UVM!” sort 
of thing, but then you start digging deeper: memories 
returning of an eerie pulsing light, and nonsensical 
whispers coming from nowhere. #ere was a metallic 
tang in the air, a !avor so pleasant you wished it would 
never end, you’re brain moving sluggishly, unable to 
pin point where you’ve tasted it before.  

#ese are the suppressed memories of the blood 
sacri"ce they don’t tell you about. I didn’t believe the 
rumors at "rst; that was before I saw it myself. You’ll 
recall that people seemed to trickle o$, almost by shirt 
color, though in the shadows it was hard to tell.  I fol-
lowed one of these groups, on a silent, almost trance-
like trek to Centennial Woods. It was there that they 
assembled in a silent ring, lit only by candlelight.  I 
waited amongst the trees with baited breath, as an RA 
neatly beheaded an oddly quiet chicken. Immediately 
a%er which I folded and high tailed it out of there. 

I can’t quite tell you exactly what the whole thing 
was about, but I can tell you this: no one I spoke to 
later remembered a thing. 

!e SGA’s Clubhouse
#is is one of the more poorly kept secrets, as a 

leak occurs every "ve or six years, but they’ve managed 
to keep it mostly underground.  See, the SGA has this 
house, an unassuming little place really. From the out-
side, you would never guess that it was anything more 
than a run-of-the-mill college student apartment.  But 
on the inside, it’s anything but ordinary

#e foyer is lit with hidden LEDs, tucked in hid-
den nooks and framing portraits of distinguished past 
members.  At the end of the hall, you’ll "nd a set of 
stairs leading down, with the tinkling sounds of classi-
cal music wa%ing towards you.  Down the stairs leads 
to a chamber, and that’s really the only word to describe 
it. I have no idea how they engineered that shit, but the 
ceiling is at least 10’ up, and in the center of the room 
was a table that you could "t at 27 course meal on. 
Which is exactly what it is used for.

See, when the SGA feels they have done a particu-
larly spectacular job of being semi-involved in some 
decision (whether or not that’s true is up for debate 
still), they retreat to this chamber. #ere, they eat, 
drink, and be merry like it’s 1525. I’m talking elaborate 
meals straight out of Game of #rones, all the best local 
beers (or juice for the youngsters, they have an image 
to maintain), and out"ts that would be more "tting at 
a Renaissance fair. Guess we know what happens to the 
le%over funds…

!e Co"ee is Addictive
I know they tell you it’s Green Mountain co$ee; I’m 

here to tell you that that’s a bullshit lie. Unlike many 
people, on average I don’t mind, and actually kind of 
like Green Mountain. #e stu$ I get on campus? No, no, 
de"nitely not.  Yet I diligently re"ll my thermos, almost 
every day I’m on campus. Sure, every now and again 
I’ll do Cyber Café or Henderson’s, but it’s usually the 
Marketplace and good ol’ GMC.  It wasn’t until recently 
that I came to the conclusion that there must be more to 
it.  We know they put laxatives in the food; they must be 
putting a mildly addictive substance in the co$ee.

Why else would everyone so consistently purchase 
it, even if six days out of seven by the time you get half-
way through a cup it tastes like the tears of dying chil-
dren? You could argue the convenience or the fact that 
it’s the most widely available co$ee on campus, and you 
wouldn’t necessarily be wrong. But I know, I just know, 
that there’s more to it than that.

I’m sure there’s more that I haven’t heard of, but noth-
ing can stay hidden forever. I have a whole year le! to 
discover all of the others, and I vow that it will happen! If 
you hear any whispers, please send them along. J



It could be called a slight obsession or a case of stalk-
ing from a distance, but ever since I caught wind from Sev-
en Days that an exclusively all-vegetarian restaurant was 
coming to Burlington I’ve had my heart set on Revolution 
Kitchen. Unfortunately, life gets busy and wallets get shal-
low, so despite my wishes I’d never set foot in the 
establishment. I’d like to dedicate this article to my 
roommate’s dad, for without you my dream would 
have never (well, probably not ever) been achieved 
and my appetite satiated. Really, bless all you par-
ents for taking us college kids out for dinner on the 
town sometimes.

Upon entering the place, my admiration for 
Revolution Kitchen continued to blossom. An inti-
mate proximity to the kitchen let me personally chat 
with the cook about what I should order. Friendly 
customers at the bar seating initiated friendly banter and 
taught me about all the various local dra!s available on 
tap. "e so! lighting and simple tables had my romantic 
heart swooning at the setting’s beauty. With plants decorat-
ing the room, a sweet candle on each table, and cute pro-
vegetarian articles in the bathroom, Revolution Kitchen 
felt welcome and down to earth. We sat down fast and got 
service even faster which was much appreciated as it was 
9pm on a Friday night and surely I felt I’d die of starvation 

very soon. 
Hands down, this is the best food in terms of freshness 

and #avor I have had in Burlington in three years. Yeah, I 
said it—the BEST. I started with the nachos which weren’t 
your usual chain restaurant heaping of standard $xings; 

each nacho was a wonton pocket of guacamole goodness, 
crispy and brilliant. As an all-veg place, they know how to 
do beans—a quality I $nd absolutely vital. A!er sneaking 
a bit of my roommate’s arugula and squash salad, and a 
spare sushi roll, I anxiously anticipated the delicious meal 
yet to come. 

I had the Revolution Tacos…gah. Again, I bring up 
the point of their amazing beans. Coupled with the kale, 
the mushrooms, the sweet potatoes, and THE GUAC, I se-

riously couldn’t handle the awesomeness colliding in my 
mouth. I’m a hot sauce $end, and again the RevKitch an-
ticipated my need-for-heat with a local brand already on 
the table. "ere are only two issues I had with the dish that 
I had to navigate around: too small so! taco shells paired 

with too excessive amount of $lling. As a food ap-
preciator, these obstacles weren’t a challenge but 
rather an opportunity to draw from my more barba-
rous side and show my company how unafraid I am 
to get down and dirty with my food. Unfortunately, 
I couldn’t $nish it. I’m still ashamed of this fact as a 
Clean Plate Club member but don’t worry, guys, I 
still managed dessert (pscht…and you doubted me).  
A few spoonfuls of chocolate on chocolate cake and 
I sat back and reveled in the food pressure in my 
tummy. 

So a!er months of reading reviews, endless suggest-
ing to friends and family, and one meal later, I’m hooked 
on the Revolution Kitchen. "e average for a night there 
is somewhere around the $20-$25 range, and I HIGHLY 
recommend it as a date spot that will leave your hottie im-
pressed, satis$ed, and happy. Revolution Kitchen radiates 
localvore love and, with great food that ($nally!) lets the 
individual ingredients shine, you’ll surely have a meal that 
puts a smile on your face. J

uvm.edu/summer

Jenna
Political Science  ‘14

 “The beauty of Summer U is that I can 
take a smaller class load during the 
regular school year and then take two or 
three classes during the summer, just as 
another semester, and still be on time for 
graduation. Summer U has allowed me to 
keep furthering my education, while being 
able to advance at work as well.”

Registration  
is Now Open!

“hands down, this is the best food in 
terms of freshness and !avor I have 

had in burlington in three years. yeah, 
I said it—the BEST.”



A!er squeezing into seat between a large, Southern woman 
and a baby, I am personally informed by a "ight attendant that 
in preparation for take-o# it is ESSENTIAL that I: click my tray 
table up, jam my backpack even further under the seat in front 
of me, power down my cellular device, power down my bad at-
titude, really stop texting, and really stop believing that I’m  as 
pretty as my mother says because playtime is over, ma’am. $us 
begins the inevitable contemplation of %rst world problems 
which occurs precisely between departure from the gate and %ve 
minutes before take-o#.  Many people fail to realize the absur-
dity of public air transportation. Right now, I will focus on only 
one aspect of this absurdity, that being SkyMall Magazine. 

SkyMall Magazine can be found right between the white, pa-
per airsickness bag that appears to double as storage for school 
lunches (in solid form) and the pamphlet of emergency yoga 
positions featuring the “Airborne Auto-Erotic”: In event of an 
emergency 1) Place your head between your knees 2) Pleasure 
yourself.  Removing SkyMall from the seat pocket and "ipping 
through, it is unclear whether it is expected that airplane pas-
sengers will purchase an array of ridiculous items in some sort of 
air-induced shopping mania: “Honey, look. We’re in the fucking 
sky. We have every reason to buy this ‘Bigfoot, the Bashful Yeti’ 
tree sculpture on page 61. It’s only $70, Frank.”   

A!er spending half a retirement fund to "y through the air to 
someplace you will only remember by a souvenir keychain, Sky-
Mall Magazine features just the items to provide comfort, mak-
ing you realize there are MANY worse things you could have 
spent your money on. I will now form a list of selected treasures 
from SkyMall, treasures which never fail to provoke real, exis-
tential, “What the fuck?” moments. (Concerning product names 
and prices, I am using only those that are actually published in 
the magazine—honestly, I couldn’t make half of this shit up if I 
tried):

1) Bi!y Buttler, $99.99: $is is a bidet (a butt sprayer) with an 
attachment for a roll of toilet paper and a “digital accessory” such 
as an iPad because one’s valuable time need not be "ushed down 
the toilet. It’s all very logical: While disposing of bodily waste, 
one can check stocks, respond to emails, Skype with a friend, 
or form a Christian Mingle account. A!er that productive use 

of time, one can propel a pressurized, cleansing stream of water 
into one’s rear, freshen up with some toilet tissue, and then re-
spond to all parties interested in that Christian Mingle account. 

2) GuitDoorbell, $149.99: Usually walking through a door-
way is boring—where’s the pizzazz? Where’s the music? Well, 
purchase GuitDoorbell and add a little pep to that %rst step in 
and out of your favorite room. $is half-size, novelty guitar (a 
real guitar!) attaches upside-down above a doorway while a 
simple picking device on the top of the door works to strum a 
single chord as the door is opened and closed. Great for all par-
ties who just can’t get enough of that open G. Also perfect for 
those interested in explaining that, yes, it was a sign from Jesus 
when a small guitar fell from the sky and sent Great Aunt Myrtle 
up to heaven.  

3) “Mademoiselle Haute Couture” Floor Lamp Statue, 
$549.00 (+$99 shipping): Over six feet tall, this lighting decora-
tion cast in a black, faux leather %nish,  depicts a curvy female 
body in a tight, contour dress with her head as a lampshade. Her 
body language shows carefree class and a sassy attitude with one 
hand on her sculpted hip. Her knee high boots are forever sexy 
and chic. Her lampshade head says, “I’m fun and functional, I’m 
the light of your life, and I’m getting ALL of the attention at your 
party.” Warning: SkyMall is not responsible for any form of in%-
delity involving your boyfriend, husband, partner, etc. and this 
decorative statue. 

4) “It was Me. I Let the Dogs Out.” Exclusive Sweatshirt, 
$29.95: Show your natural wit and social relevance with this un-
derstated cultural reference. $is intellectual garment provides 
a concrete statement and one possible solution to the highly de-
bated question of who, in fact, let the dogs out? A question most 
famously posed by musical group, Baha Men, in 1998, this shirt 
can serve as both an opening statement and %nal remark for any 
discussions concerning the relative internal/external relation-
ship between dogs and interior space. For example: “Why were 
the dogs inside to begin with?”, “Can dogs really achieve a moral 
existence in the outside world?”, or “Is it possible that dog, clearly 
the inversion of God, exists both inside AND outside, simultane-
ously, forever and always?” J

epic fall! top 4 times i lost my balance
#1:
Spring Break, 2014:
I stayed in Burlington, this past break. Like the many giddy girls, poised to take an Ins-
tagram photo of the scenery, I ventured to the lake with some buddies to take a gander 
at the nature as well. $e treads of my Doc Martins are pretty worn down, and not best 
for icy surfaces anymore. With a bottle of Stoli Vodka in one hand, and a Nalgene bottle 
in the other, we started onwards up onto the Colchester Causeway. We were casually 
strolling along, when suddenly I ate it. In my body’s quick reaction, I broke the Nalgene 
and saved the Vodka. It was still a good day.

#2:
Middle School, Age 13:
Swim class was always fun. I was one of the advanced swimmers I guess, and I always 
liked moving around in the pool. I had a great gym teacher back in middle school named 
Mr. Berkowsky. I really liked going o# the diving board, and I was getting used to dif-
ferent tricks. One class, pretty much everyone else had gone back into the lockers to get 
ready for next period, but I was last up on the diving board. Little did I know, the kid be-
fore me set the board to 10, meaning that it was at the maximum bounce. I went soaring 
into the air so high that my natural reaction was to swing my arms out and begin swim-
ming in mid-air. $e result was my coming to the surface of the water, "ailing, and with 
a slamming impact. Ever memorable and graceful was this fall. I came out of the pool, 
with welts and all, and Mr. Berkowsky checking up to make sure I was okay. A!er that, I 
became a belly-"op master.

#3:
WT Party, !is February:
So, as UVM goes, streaking is a common practice. Whenever I’m asked to go, I’m 
typically always down, and I’m not sure whether people are starting to question 
my willingness, but whatever. I’m gung-ho to drop trou, whenever the occasion 
calls for it. Letting go is a good thing. Anyways, an icy, snowy night, I was down 
for it. Running out of Converse Court, however, I immediately slipped. Taking 
a right turn on Hickock, I slid down on my right side with great impact, like a 
hammer hitting a nail, and then the handle of the hammer following through. 
$e next thing I knew, a naked girl was falling right in front of me. $en another 
girl tripped over her. All three of us ate it, because I slipped. Before I got up, I 
recall one guy running on, shouting, “White girl down!!” I have scars from this, 
and it’s certainly a fall I’ll never forget.

#4:
Winter Break, First Grade:
$e %rst time I ever sipped alcohol was in St. $omas. I was only seven, but my dad realized no 
harm could come from giving me a mere sip of his rum milkshake. Now, St. $omas is a quite hilly 
island, with roads that wind in and out. It was a half hour drive to our house, and when we %nally got 
back, I raced up the steps and "ung the bathroom door open, just as the sweet milkshake of my own 
(something that tasted like oranges and cream), came up into the toilet. It did so with such force that 
it splashed out some of the toilet water. When I took a breath of air and then walked back to the bowl, 
I slipped on that water, hurling my face to the porcelain brim. Coming out of the bathroom, crying, 
with vomit on me, my parents told me to tell kids, “You should see the other guy.” When I knew my 
black eye came from a toilet. J

not buying it: 

Let me get this right out of the way: I am a %lthy console peasant. I know, 
computers are better, faster, and more customizable, but the old Xbox was 
cheap and promised high de%nition stories that would start right up, so I took 
the bait. Unfortunately, I acquired my Xbox late in my life and now, because 
of UVM’s generous commitment to liberating me from my life savings, I am 
what can only be described as “hella fucking poor.” Such as it is, this means that 
I can’t a#ord to update my hardware to the next generation or play any of the 
newly released Blockbusters right away. My selection therefore has been limited 
to the bargain bin and cheap digital downloads of the best games of years past. 

I found a Game of the Year version of Borderlands 2—one of the big hits of 
2012—available for $20, and, with roommates who wanted in, the split screen 
local multiplayer seemed worth the price. For the %rst week that I played, I 
enjoyed myself in an on-again-o#-again kind of way; without any real amount 
of time to sit down and really immerse myself, leveling was slow going and 
the environment simply felt like a predictable onslaught of challenges. It was 
certainly a good opportunity to turn o# my brain, and the gameplay was both 
visceral and satisfying, but it lacked a certain je ne sais quoi to really draw me 
into the world.

Oddly enough, it was the death of the family dog right at the beginning of 
spring break that facilitated my Borderlands renaissance. Consumed with grief 
and hunger (see aforementioned poverty) alone in my apartment, I plopped 
down, created a new character, and fell in love with the game. 

It takes place on the planet of Pandora %ve years a!er the events of the %rst 
game and you play as one of four—or of six, if you get the expansions—
treasure seekers called “vault hunters.” $ese playable protagonists are 
the successors of in the heroes of the %rst Borderlands, who initially pur-
sued a fabled cache of loot within an ancient alien vault (I won’t spoil 

it, if you haven’t played the %rst Borderlands, but needless to say, things get 
fucky much faster than it would if only plain, non-extraterrestrial treasure was 
involved). 

Each character plays in an entirely di#erent manner. $ere is Axton, a former 
commando who can toss out a turret to aid him in battle; Maya, a no-nonsense 
woman with rare magical powers; Salvador, a hulking behemoth who can carry 
big guns in both hands, and Zer0 the assassin who can turn invisible to backstab 

enemies or scope out higher ground to escape. Regardless of whom you choose, 
a comprehensive talent tree system allows you to specialize your character to 
suit your play style. Want to force-choke the big baddie in the middle while you 
dispatch his minions with the fastest gun you’ve got? Maya has a tree for that, 
but also one for healing herself and teammates. Prefer to hunker down behind 
boulder and pick o# advancing attackers? Zer0 has a talent progression for it, 
but also one for escaping combat, leaving only a dagger in a marauder’s back as 
evidence that you were there. $ough the game gives a basic backstory for each 
character, it leaves the bulk of "eshing them out to you, which is a rare quality 
in modern shooters. $e game trusts the player to make a character their own 
beyond super%cial patches, "ags, or tags.

$ough notable in many aspect, the greatest strength of Borderlands 2 is the 
writing. Non-Playable Characters (NPCs) are given a life of their own in a way 
that feels dynamic. At any moment, you might overhear roaming psychotic 
bandits screaming nonsense about “meat bicycles but seconds later, before you 
can laugh or consider them harmless, their conversation can turn disturbing 
and sadistic in a way that reminds you just how dangerous an environment your 
character occupies. Dialogue is also tinged with a kind of self-aware irony that 
playfully mocks not only the post-apocalyptic setting and character develop-
ment, but also videogames as a medium, along with the tropes that the RPG 
genre employs. In one memorable instance, a labyrinthine, seemingly impossi-
ble quest to %nd a secret cache is given to you only to have some sheet metal fall 
away behind you to reveal the cache, much to the quest giver’s embarrassment. 

$e game also makes you think about what it means to be the protagonist. 
$e primary antagonist, a power-mad sociopath named Handsome Jack con-
stantly chirps in over the radio reminding you that, to him, you are little more 
than a another brutal bandit, and that it is he who is the hero. While his actions 
are certainly not morally ambiguous, it’s a little reminder that a simple shi! in 
perspective could make you the villain of your own story: a message that, espe-
cially for violent videogames, is particularly fascinating and subversive.

For me, the ultimate judge of a game’s narrative quality is whether it can make 
you feel for the characters, and Borderlands 2 accomplishes this with a kind of 
subtle %nesse that has le! me impressed. I gasped, I cried, I laughed (both hard 
and o!en), and can’t wait to make a new character and play it through all over 
again. If you missed it the %rst time around and are looking for a great cheap 
game, give it a shot now. See you on Pandora! 
Rating: 9/10 J

in case you missed it: borderlands 2

I am sure that there are many people who disagree with what I am 
saying. As I refute being told to forsake physical concerns, others 
would similarly contest a movement suggesting that they pay more 
attention to their looks to gain empowerment. On the whole, I be-
lieve a gal should represent herself how she wants and if that re-
quires looking in the mirror, so be it! With curves, lined eyes, thick 
lashes, and a good measure of lipstick to knock em’ dead, a woman 
can embrace being feminine and still be independent, empowered, 
and successful. And no one is going to tell me otherwise. J
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“the game trusts the player to make a 
character their own beyond super!-

cial patches, "ags, or tags.”

by staceybrandt

by benberrick

by colinwalker



by zackpensak
Anyone who claims to be a European football fan 

should know at least one thing about the Swedish superstar 
Zlatan Ibrahimović: he is the man, and he knows it. First, 
consider that he had the audacity to attempt a bicycle kick 
from over 30 yards out in an international friendly against 
England last November. Forget about the fact that the shot 
actually went in, it takes some low-hanging cojones to even 
think about that nonsensical goal. Next, do some quick re-
search about what he thinks regarding the fact that he has 
never won the Ballon d’Or, the annual award given to the 
best footballer in the world. In an interview last fall, in-
stead of admitting to being disappointed, he 
simply claimed that, “I don’t need the Ballon 
d’Or to know I’m the best. It matters more to 
some players.” In his mind, he does not have 
a point to prove. All that matters to Zlatan is 
what he thinks of himself. "e man is extreme-
ly cocky and self-absorbed, there is no denying 
that, but instead of meriting disdain from fans, 
the opposite has occurred. Zlatan’s constantly 
ballooning ego is what makes him so great.

Of all the things that Zlatan has done to draw atten-
tion to himself, his current campaign may be the most out-
landish, the most absurd, of them all. Nike recently began 
releasing t-shirts with the phrase “Dare to Zlatan” on them. 
To the average shopper, the wording of this shirt may be 
puzzling, the same as if there was a “Dare to Tom Brady” 
or “Dare to Derek Jeter” clothing line. How can you dare 
to be a #rst name? But this is where the tomfoolery be-
gins. About a year and a half ago the Swedish government 
announced that “Zlatan” was to be o$cially recognized 
as a word in the Swedish dictionary, a verb meaning “to 
dominate”. "at alone is bonkers. Americans joke about 
“Tebowing” or “Linning”, knowing that those words are 
just going through a phase of popularity. But for a man’s 
name to be eternally cemented in the language of a nation 

is on a whole other level. I can already imagine a contes-
tant’s #nal question before winning the Swedish national 
spelling bee: “Can you use Zlatan in a sentence?”

Zlatan is a smart man, realizing that the best way 
to market his new brand was through social media, es-
pecially Twitter. "e phrase Dare to Zlatan is his tag: his 
catchphrase. So it was no surprise when on February 1st, 
Zlatan’s Twitter account, @Ibra_o$cial, began using it as 
a hashtag. People immediately caught on and it started 
trending on Twitter. However, Zlatan was not settled with 
#DareToZlatan to be simply trending. So on March 10th, 

he responded to eleven tweets that were sent to him by 
fans. Instead of giving bland and basic answers to the ques-
tions, he decided to spread the Wisdom of Zlatan to his 
followers.

A%er taking over the Swedish language and internet 
social media, Zlatan has now moved to becoming the mas-
ter of television. Since beginning the “Dare to Zlatan” cam-
paign, Nike has released three, thirty seconds clips titled 
“Trust Your Instincts”. "e #rst one has Zlatan standing on 
a stone platform in the middle of a #eld of lava. He begins 
juggling a ball, tossing in a couple of casual around-the-
worlds for good measure. He then chests the ball up and 
bicycle kicks it a solid mile, smashing into a volcano and 
making it erupt—cool cool, whatever: sweet special e&ects. 
However, the second commercial ups the ante. "is time he 

stands in a desolate snow-covered wasteland, and begins 
by placing a ball on the ground. In the distance is a tiger 
licking the blood o& of its paws a%er a good meal. Zlatan 
smacks a free kick that hits the ledge above the tiger’s head, 
causing the tiger to roar in anger. Zlatan responds by nod-
ding his head in a classic “You mad, bro?” gesture. It’s ri-
diculous and awesome, a pretty unbeatable commercial to 
exhibit the Power of Zlatan. But the third commercial tops 
the impressive list. He is standing blindfolded in a clay can-
yon with a metal ball at his feet. He lunges forward, drib-
bling the ball le% and right, maneuvering his body to avoid 

over ten di&erent strikes of lightening. "e sky 
then suddenly clears up, Zlatan removes his 
blindfold, and yells his own name up at the 
heavens. It is over. "ere is nothing more to 
say. You have been Zlataned. 

Besides his o&-#eld exploits, Zlatan is also 
not a half bad footballer. Last week he led his 
team Paris Saint-Germain to the quarter#nals 
of the UEFA Champions League with a dis-
mantling of German side Bayer Leverkusen. 

In the 36 games he has played for PSG this season, he has 
scored 38 goals, 23 of which were in league play, giving him 
nine more goals than the second leading scorer in Ligue 
1. At age 32, when most strikers begin to decline in goal-
scoring prowess, Zlatan is in the best form of his life. He is 
certainly making an early case for this year’s Ballon d’Or, 
and continues to let people know how good of a player he 
is. He is a man who thrives in the limelight and never miss-
es an opportunity for self-promotion. Some people would 
say that he is just an arrogant man who needs to stop be-
ing so full of himself. Wrong. "ose people are just jealous, 
and as Zlatan would probably tell you, the only cure to jeal-
ously is learning how to dare to Zlatan.

by mikestorace
Selection Sunday has come and gone, and you know what the means boys and girls! Time for the shit show randomness that is MARCH MADNESS. Look out for a lot of upsets 

this year, because there is quite the level playing #eld. More so than past tournaments, anyone can beat anyone, and this is sure to be a exciting and unpredictable show. 
Warren Bu&et, the CEO of Berkshire Hathaway and infamous billionaire, has upped the ante this year by leveling a $1 billion prize to anyone who picks a perfect bracket. Yes 

that’s right. $1 billion could be yours if you make the right selection for all 63 teams in the tournament. Of course Bu&et can a&ord the prize. According to Forbes, he is the 4th richest 
billionaire in the world with an estimated net worth of nearly $60 billion. He can a&ord it. 

Louisville 
"e Cardinals won the tournament last year, and are looking 
quite strong. "e senior Russ Smith and Coach Rick Pitino are 
looking to cement their team’s legacy. 

Favorites

“In the 36 games he has played for PSG this season 
he has scored 38 goals, 23 of which were in league play, 
giving him 9 more goals than the second leading scorer 

in Ligue 1.”

Florida
"is team has some really solid seniors, and can score from any-
where on the court. "ey’ve only lost two games on the season 
and are looking to make a deep run in the tournament. 

Wichita State
"e Shockers have managed to pull o& the undefeated tourna-
ment. "is is the #rst time a team has pulled this o& in 10 years. 
Critics cite their weak-ass league as evidence against their su-
periority. However, they did make it to the Final Four last year 
and lost to the champions Louisville. Live by the three, die by 
the three.

Long Shots
University of North Carolina

You never know which UNC will show up. Will it be the team 
that knocked o& Louisville, Kentucky, and Michigan State? Or 
it will be the team that lost to UAB, Belmont, and Miami? Ei-
ther way, this team is capable of beating any team in the tour-
nament. 

Colorado
Love rooting for the Bu&s. "eir only quality win is against 
Kansas, but they have the #repower to get a win or two.

Creighton
Doug McDermott is an actual champion, and his dad Greg is a 
great coach. Doug currently sits at #%h on the NCAA all-time 
scoring list, which is pretty damn impressive. He also recently 
cemented his roll as College Basketball’s Secret Weapon in a 
Sports Illustrated Magazine cover that paid tribute to Larry 
Bird.

ben berrick



someone on campus catch your eye?
couldn’t get a name?

submit your love anonymously
uvm.edu/~watertwr/iwysb.html

overheard a conversation in b-town? 
was it hilarious? dumb? inspirational? 

tell the ear and we’ll print it. 
uvm.edu/~watertwr/ear.html

First Floor of Bailey-Howe
Guy: Fuck school, this shit is so hard! Why didn’t I just get 
into Hogwarts!?

Cyber Cafe
Girl 1: !at’s a creepy-ass strawberry.
Girl 2: Wait, that’s a strawberry? I thought it was a rooster....

Simpson Dining Hall
Girl 1: I think I want some protein.
Girl 2: Like bread?
Girl 1: Yeah, like cinnamon raisin toast!

!e Redstone Market
Asian guy: I once asked a girl out by typing it into a calcula-
tor and passing it to her.
Non-Asian girl: !at’s so Asian.

Church Street
Drunk Girl: I can’t wait until technology enables me to tele-
port directly into Sputies.  Until then, I’m considering per-
manently tatooing “Ninja Turtle” on my hand...

I see you all places,
Climbing gym, library, bars,
All of the same spaces.
We are tinder matches.
You sent me a message,
You’re the cutest of catches.
So let me buy you a drink,
Before I see you out again,
Accept the beer, don’t think.
When: all the time
Where: Everywhere
I saw: an Ale’s bartender
I am: an awesome blonde

We send each other fun texts
I’d never want to be your ex.
I heard a rumor you were into me
Little do you know this makes me grin with glee.
I wish you’d come forward with your thoughts
So you wouldn’t make my stomach churn in knots.
Believe it or not I like you too
Now let’s get together like paper and glue.
When: Every day
Where: So many places
I saw: My friend
I am: A friend

Downtown
I swore I went out with $100 the other night and only 
seem to have $4 le".  To everyone I bought drinks for: 
blackout self says you’re welcome.

Bradley Street
Confession time: if you’re wondering where your 
basil plants went last summer, they are thriving in my 
my kitchen.  !e pots were so beautiful, so I helped 
myself to them on the way back from the bars one 
night.  Oops.

Purgatory
I LOSE ALL OF MY EARRINGS AT THE BARS? 
WHY, GOD, WHY?

Booze makes you lose stu#.  Whether you lost some-
thing you truly loved, woke up with someone else’s by 
mistake, or straight-up want repent for your klepto 

tendencies, the WT wants to hear about it.

uvm.edu/~watertwr/ybyl.php

You were surprisingly nice about the whole situation.
You were talking on the phone, but (without making any 
eye contact) suddenly stopped your conversation to talk 
to me.
!e warmth in your hand warmed mine as you introduced 
yourself to me, and I introduced myself to you.
You asked if I had seen you on campus before.
Knowing this was super awkward and you seemed a little 
wired on alcohol or drugs (I wasn’t sure yet), I said, “No, 
I don’t think so”, although I’m pretty sure I had seen you 
before.
You thought I was beautiful.
You also explained that it had been 8 weeks since you had 
been drunk (from my perspective, the whole situation be-
came very clear).
You continued by questioning the Ben & Jerry’s ice cream 
I carried and a"er explaining why I had it, you were con-
fused as to why I wasn’t eating it (were you aware of how 
cold it was outside?!)
Our conversation was coming to a close, and you said that 
if I ever saw you on campus I should tell you how much of 
an ass you were.
You said it was a great pleasure to meet me, and you’d hope 
to see me again.
I can’t say that ‘I want you so bad’ especially because I’m 
in a relationship, but I think it’d be cool to meet you again; 
preferably when you’re not drunk.
But let’s be honest, do you even remember any of that 
night?!
When: Super late Friday night or super early Saturday 
morning
Where: Outside L/L
I saw: A vaguely familiar face
I am: Waiting to see you and then laugh to myself



Phantogram, otherwise known as “the 
band whose one popular song keeps pop-
ping up on your Naked and Famous Pan-
dora station,” has an unfortunate tendency, 
like Gorillaz, to produce one-hit wonders 
on otherwise thoroughly unremarkable 
albums. !eir single “When I’m Small” 
on album Eyelid Moves was a big hit, par-
ticularly a"er being featured in an episode 
of MTV’s Skins and several commercials. 
!e album as a whole, though, was noth-
ing particularly special: a well-composed, 
decently attempted freshman attempt that, 
while certainly impressive for an indie-pop 
startup’s #rst album, didn’t quite pull o$ the 
magic to make the waves that it was capable 
of or produce a vibe as catchy as contem-
poraries with similar sounds (Passion Pit, 
Naked and Famous, etc.).

During the last few months of 2013 
however, duo Josh Carter and Sarah Bar-
thel began releasing a few select songs from 
their new album Voices, and the di$erence 
in sound was immediately recognizable. 
Singles like “Black Out Days” and “Never 
Going Home” managed to forge a vibe dis-
tinct from the relative homogeneity of their 
#rst LPs. Raucous, dissonant, and with a 
hollow echo reminiscent of a performance 
in an empty concert hall, these tunes man-

aged to defy the conventions of the styles 
that inspired them, while also paying a 
kind of respect to tropes. By the time 2014 
rolled in and the album formally dropped, 
it was clear that their sophomore e$ort 
would succeed where their earlier work 
had come up short. A"er getting a chance 
to listen all the way through a few times, 
I can con#dently say that Phantogram has 
produced an album that properly showcas-
es both their voice and talent.

Starting with the pitchy wailing of a 
guitar interrupted by static, “Nothing But 
Trouble” sets the mood of the rest of the 
experience. Dark and heavy on an echoing 
synth, Barthel’s voice nevertheless carries 
the music along, stringing together dis-
parate ostinatos and a growing pulse that 
injects even more dissonance as it fades in 
and out of the bass. “Black Out Days” and 
“Fall In Love” both preserve this full sound, 
each employing a kind of chant-like instru-
mental sampling to back Barthel’s ethereal 
lead. !roughout, the poppy 80s synth 
grows in strength until it takes the reigns 
in “Never Going Home,” which manages 
to slow the tempo to a slow dance, though 
the synth doesn’t let up, reinforcing a beat 
that sounds more like something from the 
Chromantics than a pop band. We hear 

Carter’s voice in the lead for the #rst time 
in a performance undeniably invoking Phil 
Collin’s moodier work. 

“!e Day You Died,” “Howling At 
!e Moon,” and “Bad Dreams” puts Bar-
thel back in the lead, and the three bleed 
together into a strangely intoxicating trip 
that never fails to reassert the album’s eerie 
dissonance. Bill Murray pulls us up out of 
this hypnotism into a chilled return to the 
full synth sound; it sounds like a hip hop 
inspired homage to ambient producers like 
Dead Horse Beats. A"er giving us another 
dance inspired piece in the form of “Cel-
ebrating Nothing,” the album returns com-

fortably to bizarre echo-y darkness with 
“My Only Friend,” wherein Barthel croons 
to the listener in a way that settles some-
where between little girl in a horror movie 
and genuinely sweet confession.

With such a strong showing, there is 
no doubt that Phantogram has even more 
to show us. Voices is a shot across the bow 
of those who would have dismissed them as 
an underdeveloped talent without proof of 
mettle and one of the best albums released 
so far in 2014. J

It’s not even that I have a shitty taste in 
music. It’s that I almost don’t have a taste in 
music at all. !at tired party question, “So, 
like, what type of music do you listen to?” 
makes me break out in hives. My answer: I 
don’t know, dude. I really don’t. I listen to 
stu$ given to me by my cool friends with 
#lm cameras and hobbies and coherent 
fashion sense and then I keep listening to 
it for, like, #ve years. I could rattle o$ a few 
bands, but I’d sort of feel like a fraud, be-
cause beyond their ubiquitous presence on 
my “Recently Played,” I don’t know a whole 
hell of a lot about them. I listen to a lot of 
Taylor Swi". Like, a lot. Girl’s got some 
easy melodies, good for road tripping. 
And, for basically any culturally-aware and 
aesthetically-minded young adult, that’s 
pretty much where the conversation ends.

Before you grab your torches and 
pitchforks, I should o$er the disclaimer 
that I do enjoy music, very much, in fact. I 
sing, I’ve done musical theater, I’ve played 
certain ri$s and melodies over and over 
again (on a CD or something; not, like, 

instruments) just because they seemed to 
hit the right nerve, and I’ve been moved to 
tears and fury and joy by the right set of 
lyrics. I like music. I like it a lot.

But there’s something, if you talk to 
someone who’s really passionate about 
music, with which I will never be able to 

identify. It’s more than the music making 
you feel; it’s feeling the music itself. It’s 
more than hearing melody and harmony 
and strings and horns and great crashing 
percussion slipping over and through one 
another; it’s speaking its language. Or so 
I’ve been told. People try and explain these 
things to me, that one chord that just gets 
them right there, and sometimes I hear 

it. But most of the time there’s something 
missing.

For a long time, I wanted (and still do 
want) to get it, to not be missing out on this 
great indescribable unknown that people 
experience through music. All creative 
types experience the same sort of synthe-

sis of everything you know and think and 
want and love and hate and feel all coalesc-
ing into some type of force beyond rational 
thought; usually it’s where the best kind 
of art comes from. I’m no stranger to that 
sentiment, but for me, it just doesn’t come 
out set to a rhythm or with a hungry de-
termination to know every single thing 
about members of a certain band. Many a 

moon have I wasted poring over YouTube, 
Soundcloud, Wikipedia, Spotify, anything 
to broaden my horizons; maybe there’s 
some group out there that I haven’t found 
yet, and they’ll be the one I fangirl a"er 
with the tenacity of a rabid German Shep-
herd. It’s worked a couple times, but noth-
ing groundbreaking has come of it.

Unful#lled artistic longings aside, this 
also means there’s a fundamental level on 
which I can’t see eye to eye with a lot of 
my friends. Also, like, the world. And I’m 
sorry. I can’t help it. And despite my best 
e$orts, I feel like I’m up against some radi-
cal character %aw that somehow renders 
me less of a person, at least in the eyes of 
people who actually say things like, “Wait, 
you’re not into music? Are you even a per-
son?” So, go ahead, talk my ear o$ about 
a particularly cohesive album or the artist 
that saved your teenage soul. I’ll listen, and 
I might tune in and out, but I’ll get it. Make 
me a mix if all else fails; I guarantee that 
shit will be on replay in my car long a"er 
graduation. J

“maybe there’s some group out there that I haven’t 
found yet, and they’ll be the one I fangirl after with 

the tenacity of a rabid german shepherd”

by benberrick

by katjaritchie



with lauragreenwood

30 hours later a!er riding in the van,
We’re past the Mason-Dixon, this nor’easter clan
Let me begin and make it clear I’m lost
Never went down south, avoided it at any cost
It’s not cause I’m stewing bout the Civ War still
Not cause I’m ground-bound to our Appalachian hills
But now I’m down south, the diiirty hot land
And I’m taken aback by some cultural demands
First, it’s the norm for fast food outings
Popeye’s parking lot was a-su"erin’ from crowding
#en, there’s the signs for “adult” book stores
Seen from every highway for the horny connoisseur
But I was surprised too by a few southern traits
Past the drawl and God, there appeared something great
A community fused by a shared disaster
Hearts intertwined by Katrina’s force, outlast her
#ose people had true passion and clout
Voices telling stories to make empathy shout
So my expectations were amiss, sorry South, no diss
Here I focused on the burgers and not what was missed
Expected a land of conservative Bible-thumpers
Yet, one was a botanist sparked with liberal-minded jumpers
So take the dirty south by car or sky
Challenge what you thought, and wave those stereotypes bye-bye.

–by mack daddy crawdad all-that-and-a-bucket-o’-chicken LG. J

Stretch out those hip-hop hamstrings, UVemcees, because it’s 
time to bring your rhyme-slingin’ back to the water tower. 
When you work hard and play hard all week long, nothing 
puts your mind at ease better than lyric therapy. 
!is week, we get down in the Dirty South.

the week I thought that you were going to kiss me again I’m sorry 
I got real enthused and couldn’t sleep and crashed my bike

there was some codeine in my room that I thought I should 
get rid of all at once the honorable way (hara-kiri with a glass of water)

seeing as I was maybe entering a new phase in my life
where I’d have fewer reasons to just rail stu" and pass out

why not one for the road, right-
waking up eighteen hours later

feeling like blood dripping from the ceiling
and remembering the bike gash on my forehead

the rash I had got worse (I was anxious 
about you seeing it and had rehearsed out

the conversation where I explained that it wasn’t infectious:
‘it’s stress-related, ha ha’, I’d grin, as my hands moved in a diversion play)

and I hadn’t $nished some presentation that I scrambled to .ppt
but the professor was in Albany for some fucking adult paintball 

competition and I forgot my sister’s birthday and didn’t get paid but
I wanted to have money for hanging out with you (“8pm sat. rite k”)

so I lived o" a bad packet of eggs and worse ramen 
and vomiting that up I felt like a male seahorse giving birth

which I thought would be funny to tell you about but like at what point 
do you start telling people about what your life is really like

but now that I know you’re not going to kiss me again
none of these things are really problems anymore J

It sticks out of my baby book like a bookmark,
a few pages of black and white print, folded and creased.
For once, I decide to open it. 

Strangely, nowhere 
among the justi$ed print
do I see the six, most important letters 
which, when spelled in glitter-glue or purple marker,
all capitals or unsteady cursive, 
pass right through my eyes and into my chest
because they are my name.

Strangely, nowhere 
above the captions
do I regard my adorable infant face, big blue eyes
or my enormous smile. Rather, the face of a strange man
staring out of the black and white, dead-$sh eyes, 
below the emboldened headline: 

RAPIST HAS BEEN CAPTURED.

Who is RAPIST? 

I cannot even read
enough to know,
which makes me feel 
even smaller 

than that one night my dad forgot to pick me up
from a!erschool and I was the last kid, the le!over,
forgotten as the day blinks
and night arrives
in early winter 

even smaller 
than when big, loud planes %y over the house
with terri$c grumbles and screaming sound
shaking me back into %esh, 
warning me
I am reducible. 

I fold the paper and re-crease it.
No one is around which I $nd odd
because I am seven.

Years later,
I will reopen the pages and I will see many more names and pictures.
I will believe at age seven, I wouldn’t have known the word “Obituary”
meant more than the people were old, but that they were in the ground. J

by alexgri!n

by staceybrandt



with collincappelle

Black Friday Edition

Tip o’ the Week

the water tower is proud to present the new comic, a tiny 
horse, by leonardbartenstein. 

!ere has been a severe lack of snow angels this 
year so if someone could pick up the slack, that 

would be great

As you may or may not know, every year Burlington has its city elec-
tions during UVM’s Spring Break so as to prevent students voting and 
gumming up the democratic process with their drunken revelry. Since 
we are dedicated to the truth and only serve up the !nest journalism, 
we present you with the highlights of the voting results.

How much the 
average UVMer 
loves snow

Summer Fall Winter Spring


